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having seen any of the female members of his household.

As a matter of fact, we had glimpsed one at the moment
of our arrival, evidently an old serving-woman seated in a
far corner of the courtyard, mixing dung and water into
fuel-cakes, which she slapped against the wall to dry; but
immediately she had pulled her veil over her head and
scurried away.

Soon after breakfast, however, Ali bey said that his
wife wished to meet us, and when we went to an upper
terrace she emerged timidly from the hareem doorway
and came toward us. I imagine she had bedecked herself
for the occasion, for beneath the white veils which com-
pletely swathed her head and shoulders was a full skirt,
elaborately embroidered with silk in brilliant colors.

When we spoke to her, she drew the veil aside, and we
saw the sweet face of an old woman, wrinkled, gnarled,
but eager and kindly. I think, perhaps, we were the first
Westerners she had ever met. Katie kissed both her
withered cheeks.

At that moment, Daoud discreetly nudged me, and I
beheld, framed in the hareem doorway, a quite different
sort of vision. It was the ten-year-old daughter of Ali
bey, and she was a raving little beauty. She was dressed
like a miniature Oriental queen, with full, long skirt, gay
gold-embroidered bodice, wide silver bracelets, and white
veil which she had withdrawn completely from her face.
I caught one flash of pomegranate lips and bright blue
eyes, a piquant oval face, half child, half woman, and
then she darted back into the shadows like a scared rabbit*

Ali bey smiled, followed her, and dragged her by the
hand toward us. She wanted to come, and she didn't.
She wanted to be seen, and she didn't. By the way